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We wretches, lo, that kst day of our life

With boughs offcast the town and temples deck.

With this the sky gan whirl about the sphere:
The cloudy night gan thicken from the sea,
With mantles spread that cloaked earth and skies,
And eke the treason of the Greekish guile.
The watchmen lay disperst, to take their rest,
Whose wearied limbs sound sleep had then oppresst.
When well in order comes the Grecian fleet
From Tenedon, toward the coasts well known,
By friendly silence of the quiet moon.
When the king's ship put forth his mark of fire,
Sinon, preserved by fro ward destiny,
Let forth the Greeks enclosed in the womb:
The closures eke of pine by stealth unpinn'd,
Whereby the Greeks restored were to air.
With joy down hasting from the hollow tree,
With cords let down did slide unco the ground
The great captains: Sthenel, and Thessander,
And fierce Ulysses, Athamas, and Thoas,
Machaon first, and then king Menelae,
Epeus eke that did the engine forge,
And straight invade the town yburied then
With wine and sleep.    And first the watch is skins
Then gates unfold to let their fellows in,
They join themselves with the conjured bands.

It was the time when, granted from the gods,
The first sleep creeps most sweet in weary folk.
Lo, in my dream before mine eyes, methought,
With rueful chere I saw where Hector stood,
(Out of whose eyes there gushed streams of tears)
Drawn at a cart as he of late had been,
Distain'd with bloody dust, whose feet were bowln
With the strait cords wherewith they haled him.
Ay me, what one! that Hector how unlike,
Which erst returned clad with Achilles* spoils,
Or when he threw into the Greekish ships,
The Trojan flame, so was his beard defiled,
His crisped locks all clustered with his blood,
With all such wounds, as many he received
About the walls of that his native town I
Whom frankly, thus, methought I spake unto,
With bitter tears and doleful deadly voice:
*O Troyan light 1    O only hope of thine I
What lets so long thee staid? or from what coasts,
Our moat desired Hector, dost thou come?